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storical tradition; as an edifice without basis, like iat of Aristophanes in the Clouds. His Eire upr&ne is an empty word, and his Immortality on ie shelves of a library a farce. The school will mish with Littr6. I know and very much lament
is spreading in England, but it is the case of a iad voice: the last circle produced by a stone irown in a lake, still apparent, while the stone self is lying at the bottom, never more to reappear.37 be same hasty judgment was then held by many ihers.
Yet after all, in 1902 a monument was erected to omte's memory in the precincts of the University of iris, provided by subscriptions from nearly every >untry in the world, and formally accepted by )table members of the government of the French epublic. I find in the last estimate of Comte that is come in my way this conclusion of a critic so iund, competent, and sincere as Faguet: "He is the ost powerful source of ideas, intellectual stimulator,
our century, and the greatest thinker, as I take , that France has had since Descartes."
ii                                 :
On the other side I was mastered by the literary v. Hugo, itan of that age, of whom it has been said by the test poetic genius of our own time, that nobody     I  1: ho  knows  anything  of poetry  will  dispute   that^    ~ I 3 was among the foremost in the front rank of the^       1 *eatest poets of all time, and "the greatest writer       -T horn the world has seen since Shakespeare."   Such } least was Swinburne's eager verdict. It may be that the reader of Victor Hugo to-day without the boldness of acknowledging it, of Materialism; as a fragment of Science, but only a fragment; as a most unintelligent appreciation ofve for the absolute.l and anti-papal.nd tted that her prose stirs you like music. Seemed dis-1 to think that the most feasible solution to ,the Irish ersity question is a Catholic University, the restrictive obscurantist tendencies of which you may expect to haveblaze of living light,
